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He almost shrieked tha sentences. He felt
be bad bis full graxp of revenge.

At their refined dinner narties it was un-

derstood that after a certain time of grace no
one wa to be waited for. It was their theory
that keeping several truest waitimr for one

"Yes, very good," sail Herbert
"Beside, who could there be) Sh Is also

ler own mistress, and if the wished to marry

we have no voice in the matter. She to quite

apabto of having her own way. W itness

her leaving all that money idle."
Horace had never got over that present ot

jeven per cent to the bankers.

Herbert, in obedience to his brother's vie wi,

iismissed the unfortunate attachment thsory
and began to look for anothw. " I wonder,"
he said gadly, and after a long pause, "I
wonder if we have misunderstood Beatrice's

hracter?"
fT be Contlnueu

conclusion that something was wrong, and
set up a lury rrar.

"See," said Beatrice, reproachfully, "you
have frightened the boy."

The woman grew calm at once. The blaze
of fanaticism faded from her face, and she
was once more the attentive nurse and faith-f-

servant. The train burned them onwards
on their flight.

FlighW Yea, tt wa flight! Herrey's
threat had struck boroa. It had carried con-
viction. Beatrice never doubted his asser-
tion that although it might b impossible for
him to force her to come to hi side, he could
legally take the boy from her. She deter-
mined to fly, leave no trace, hide for a while,
and let the man in her absence do his worst
If he told her friends the tale of the marriage
it would at least save' her from the pain
of so doing. She had not yet settled whither
to go, but she meant to be out of
England.

Tha little boy, as was usual when he ap-
peared in public, bad attracted much atten-
tion while they waited on the Blacktown
platform. So great is the interest excited
by such a perfect specimen of childhood that
every woman and not a few men turned and
lookorl after him. At tke first stoppage a
lady who saw him through the window
actually fetched her husband out of the
refreshment room to look at his golden hair.
She was but a young wife, or she might
have known better. Pleasing as such admi-

ration must have been to Beatrice, it seemed
to trouble Mrs. Miller. As the train re-

sumed its course,' she turned to Beatrice.
"It must be done, my dear. It must be
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It is THE GREAT SOUTHERN REMEDY
for the bowels. It is one of the most pleasant and
efficacious remedies for all summer complaints.
At a season when violent attacks of the bowels are
so frequent, some speedy relief should be at hand.
The wearied mother, losing sleep in nursing the
little one teething, should use this medicine. 60

cts. a bottle. Send 2c. stamp to Walter A. Taylor,
Atlanta, Ga., for Kiddie book.
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An Exploded Boom.
A long, lank, lean and chronic h

Boom met thi vew, fat and saucy Atlanta Big
Bold Boom, on a hot, sultry day. "

' Who are you?" asked B. B. B. Boom.
"I am the old Boom ," was the sad

reply, as the perspiration rolled down, and it
leaned he vlly on the B. B. B. Boom for support

"Don't lean on me," said the B. B. B. Boom.

"I may look strong, but I am quite young-o- nly

14 months old, am growing rapidly, and ara
mighty weak in the knees, i am doing the work
winch vou have failed to do. although you are 50

years old. Youareold, and tough, andrlch, and
don't require a support. But what causei you
to look so thin of late? '

"Well, I hardly know." replied the h

Boom. ' My physicians tell me that my
aWIiths have been over-rnte- d and that while
trying to whip out all opposition by boast and
bra?, that have proven my inability, old aite
is also creeping on mc haiinj fought near so

ye.irs before any oue knew 1 was living-a- nd

now I am unable to perform feats that others
are doing. 1 am collapsed, my friends have
turned against me anil call me names, and oh
I.ordy, how sick 1 become a' the very sight of B.
B. B. Hold my head while I die."

A SUNBEAM.
Compared to other remedies, B. B. IS. is the

radient sunbemu of m dday.fliueing Its glitter-
ing glare to sadden hearts, while others are pale
moonbeams, pushing along through misty mesh-
es of darkness, in search of something tncy can
cure.

It cures blond diseases and Poisons. Catarrh
Old Ulcers, rcroi'ula, hheumatism, tskln Diseas
es, Kidney 'rouuits. etc., aim we i.ouia 32 pa;
book full of evidence Atlanta evidence th
cannot be doubted, iiroving all we chum. On.
certtucatcs are nor. pnantasmag rical, nor tar
fetched, but are voluntary outbursts ol men aud
women of Atlanta.

RHEUMATISM
'
Although a practitioner of near twentv Years,

my mother iniliicnced me to procure B. IS. IS. for
her. Hhe had been conlined to her bed several
months with Kheumatism which had stubbornlyresisted all Hie usual remedies. Within twenty-fou- r

hours after commencing 11. 15. IS. i observed-ma-

rked relief, las commenced her
third bottle and is nearlv as as ever, and
has been in the front yard "rake iu hand" clean-
ing up. Her Improvement Is truly wonderful
and immensely gratlfvlng.

0. H. MONTGOMERY, M. D.
Jacksonville, Ala., Jan. c. 18&5.

Sold at wholesale or retail by 0. C, Keyuolds& Co.. Vickshurg, Miss. 4
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tiling to say to ma ay it" DU8 BOOKS

itcruiv.
"iSiiv! I should think tt was for you to

lar sotrwrtiin. You who t me to herd
with ti'lnm for five years. You who would
nrjt itmtt h out a hand to save me. What
have you to say f "lke with a vicious,
bitter intonation.

Khxnaid nothing. Sua mizht have told
him of luix ry which she hail undergone
misftry which she had to undergo to wnicn
bis punishment was as aotning.

"Jfearly five Tears," be went on, "think of
that dull, dead drudgery. Week after
week, month after month, year after year
the same. All through you-thrc- ugh yon!
And now. my sweet wife, which do you
expect me to do, to strike you or to kiss

yonf
He changed his tone to that of raillery, a

tone more loathsome to Beatrice than that
which showed his real nature. He took a
step towards her as he said the last words.

"Too have doner both to me," she said,
slowly and bitterly. "The memory of the
kiss is y more degrading to me than
that of the blow." He scowled as her scorn

stnng him scowled and took another step
towards her.

There wa a sharp-pointe- d knife lying on
the table. Beatrice's fingers mechanically
rested themselves on the handle. "If you
touch me," she said, quietly, "I think I shall
Icllyou."

"Ithink I shall kill you."
The man knew she meant tt. He threw

himself into a chair, and laughed scornfully.
"Come," he said, "let us go to business."
"Yes. Business Is the only question be-

tween us now."
"Sit down. I can't talk to you while you

stand up there. And I've lots to say."
To show how little she feared him she

obeyed.
"Now," ha said, "to come to the point:

what proposal have you to make) I'm your
husband, and with all your put-o- pride and
carelessness, you know I've got the whip-han- d

at last."
Beatrice looked at bun and again won-

dered bow she could have ever loved this
ruffian.

"I will do this," sho said. 'On certain
conditions 1 will give you one-ha- lf of my in
come."

"And how much may your income be!"
"Two thousand five hundred a year, I am

tnld "

"You lie," said Hervey coarsely. "It is
more."

Beatrice flushed. She half rose from her
seat, then returned to it without troubling
to reply.

"Take it for argument's sake it is so," said
the man. "Now for the conditions."

"That you never seek me, never trouble
me, never make known to any one that I am
your wife."

"You have kept the secret, then!"
"One other person knows It, my faithful

servant."
"That hag I Of course you hoped I should

die in the five years."
"No," said Beatrice, simply; "but I hoped

I might"
The duel was progressing. The advantage

as yet had tsen to Beatrice. Hervey's turn
was to come.

"Li--ten- he said; "I have also a proposal
to make, and conditions." Beatrice beat her
head

"You have two thousand five hundred a
year. The hundreds are quite enough for a
woman to live on; the thousands shall be
mine."

She was silent for a minute. "Yes," she
said, "I will even do that at bast for many
years."

Hervey laughed maliciously. "How nice
to be so bated'. I never made anything out
of a woman's love, but her hate is profitable.
Nw hear the conditions."

"I have named them already," said Beatrice,
ctldly.

"Hear mine, I say," said Hervey, bringing
his hand down on the table, and speaking in
grim earnest "I will go away, never seek
you, never trouble you so long as yon pay
the money; but before I go" here he bent
forward and spoke in a low, grating voice
"before I go you shall come to me here, in
these rooms, and for month shall live here
as my wife. All your fine relations, all
your dear friends, shall know you are the
wife of Maurice Hervey, forger, felon, and,
tt present tlcket-o- f leave man. After that
I'll leave you and take the money."

Baatrice made no reply. She drew her
mantle round her and rose. "Dont like my
proposal," mocked Hervey. "I thought it
out carefully, though thought it out night
after night for years and years I thought it
out how I was to be paid in full for every-
thing. I have yon now I have yon now,
my sweet wife.

"I think you are mad," said Beatrice, con-

temptuously.
"Mad! No, Tm not mad. Are you going

to leave sue! After such a separation to
leave me so soon!" She moved towards the
door.

"Which means, I suppose, that you leave
me to do my worst"

"ies. You must do your worst"
"Which means, toko whatever the law

forces you to give mel You know the law
will give we something"

"I bcUevelt wUi," said Beatrice, wearijy.
"Yea, I'll Hike what the law rives me.

Are you versed In the lawf There was
something in his voice, in his triumphant
look, which for tne nrst tune made her fear.

"Do you know," be went on, "that the law
will give me the custody of a certain pretty,
golden-haire- d boy? Thai a wife who absents
herself from her husband and his home has
no right to deprive him of his child. Here
is the home I offer you. I long for you and
my boy. I demand him. Give hiin tome.
Ah, I have you now!"

He had. His thrust seemed to pierce her
heart She uttered a low cry and grasped
the back of a chair for support "It is not
true," she gasped.'

"Oo to your lawyer and find out," he Bald.
"I have consulted mine. The boy is my own.
Ah, what pleasure I shall find in Ins com-
pany! How nice for him to be known here-
after as the forger's sen. Now will you ac-

cept my conditions? Now have I got your
proud kns to becUi Kow will you come to

LV HUGH CON WAV.

Al'TllOK OK "U,TK! BACK," DAEK
OAVa." tic.

((.'outlnued from Hu3il, Mav 31st.)
'Ins Mdr woaan ammgwl au. tike Irrtlr mutmi u aervarit Wves; ah
prepared m plana, and when tb tirna came
IVa!n found br grief lightened by all
loving woman can do toi nother in mch
plight. Of courw there wa deceit deceit
"med to Lave furred iteelf into the giri

me! There ma hmg vLait to pajr
a viait from which Beatrice returned

hlow of her former wit. But none

knw, Biue even mesumi the cauaa.
Until the child iu horn Beatrice' prayer

wan that both ah and it might die. Can a
adder, more pitiful prayer be framd by a

woman F Toe truth could then be told to all.
The early death would be the full expiation
of her folly. The tew who loved her would

forgive and pity her. But her prayer waa
unanswered death never even threatened
mother or babe.

The child wa born, the tiny head nestled
on the mother'f breast, and a strange new

feeling awoke within her the overpowering
instinct of maternal love. Her thought
which had once been, in case the child lived,
to hate it for the father! sake, turned to pure,
aweet anVtiou for the innocent, helples
little being. 8o far from wishing it dead,
be would not now have wished it unborn.

When she returned to her home she left It
with many tears in Sarah's charge.

For years saw it by stealth, saw it
grow more and more the picture of perfect
childhood; loved it and worshiped it more
each time she saw it, and at last, when sha
returned to her father's house, and felt that
ber visile to her treasure would now per-
force be lexi and less frequent, a wild crav-

ing to have it with her always, to see it
every day, every hour, awoke in her passion-
ate heart.

Then came the second quarrel, and the
new home. And even as she settled to go
down to her uncles' the nucleus of the daring
scheme for regaining her boy framed itself
in ber brain, and was eventually shaped into
form and acted upon with perfect success.

But the five years were passing, passing.
At the end of them stood what Beatrice
shrank from picturing, a convict who would
come and claim his wire. Beatrice had, in-

deed, expected that when first arretted ho
would Bud some way of proclaiming his
marriage, if only in fulfillment of his threat
of dragging her name into the dirt.

Yet he made no sign. He was crafty and
calculating. The term of the sentence was
not to him an eternity. When it ended be
knew that by keeping the secret he should be
in a more advantageous position to turn
matters to his own benefit. Beatrice would
be well past twenty-one- , and in command of
a large income. He mant to be thoroughly
revenged for the obstinacy she had displayed
in refusing to perjure herself, and so find
him means to buy up the forged bills, but he
meant to have money also.

This is the story of the life of the last five
years upon which Beatrice looked back that
afternoon. These are the pictures of the
mail and the woman the husband and wife
who were to meet ou the morrow like foes in
a deadly duel.

And over and above all this, there was
another matter ever present in the girl's
mind another name which came to her lips,
not in accents of hate, but love. She bad at- -

tempted to deceive hiin. but not herself. In i

foot, it aerated part of her punishment tha I

; hardest part of all that she loved Frank
?arruthen. Khe had sobbed out the secret
sn the faithful Sarah's breast. 8he had wept
through the weary hours of many a night as
ihe thought of the utter hopelessness of love
vtwwu them. His coming to Oakbury had
luubled bur grief. She had not only to
lament "what has been," but to regret "what
might have been."

blame her if you must! Forgive her if you
:iul At leait pity her!

' CHAPTER XXI.
MAEI.NO FBOVD K.VEES BEND.

Provided he is not a French Journalist,
whose drooping honor is cured by a scratch,
s man about to fight a duel ban generally
preparations to make. Maurice Uervey's
approaching dual being of a peculiar nature,
t!ie preparations he made were also peculiar.
Ihey ronsUUsl of inducing the room he oc-

cupiedwhich, iu an unmolested state, was
a nice, tidy aartnumt to look as disrepu-
table and dbwtpatfed as, with the resources at
bis comraaml, it was possible; He gave no
ordurs for bis breekfat things to be cleared

jway, but added to the relics of the meal a
tx.ttlu of whisky aud a glass. He alu laid a
4j rt plj and a tobacco pouch on tie table.
With great satisfaction he found hi a draw-in-- a

dirty pack of carls; the-- were also
placed iu a poaitiuu to carry effect He told
the servant not to attend to his bedroom
Jut yet; so that by his leaving the door of
:vniiiiMuication between the two rooms open
a visitor might have tha privilege of gazing
an a dbUuvelul steeping apartment. Given
the materials at hi disposal, he made a very
fair effect with them.

He kept his own appearance In sympathy
with the surroundings. He wore slippers
which he trod dowu at the heel. Uii clothes
were too new to look shabby, but by putting
3D a soiled shirt, discarding bis waistcoat and
cravat be managed to get within reasonable

of bis requirements.
All thee preparations were fnspimt by

i'.i exquisite refinement of malice. Meta-

phorically be meant to bring Beatrice down
ou her knee, and his cruelty told him that
to nun of htr type, the process would be
iloubly disagreeable when it took place in

ubawenj.
''Uad! ' he said, a ha gazed round and

approve! of his handiwork. "I wish I had
my prison suit bre. I'd don it once more
for your bnetlt, my lady."

He gave orders that if a lady called she
was to be shown up at once; thon he lit
cigar and lounged in the easy chair. At flvo
minutos to twelve, Just as the man was won-
dering whether he would come or uot, oud
if, iu the eveut of her not Doming, It would
Im well for his own lateral to seek her at
H!ewnnd Hne, the do"r op?nc4 and Baa-trio- ."

stool before bim. He laughed a low
mocking laugh, and without changing his
lounging attitude, looked up at her.

bhe took it all in, the disreputable look of
the place and of its tenant: he could see that
by the quiver of her nostril, and the look of
deepening scorn on her firm mouth. His eyes
gleamed with riuniph.

Aud she, as she looked at hiin, the thought
rim through her, how could she ever in her
most fooluh girlhood's days have loved this
nisn have loved him even for an hourf His
fisatuixs wure the features she had once
thought so perfect now no human creature
on the earth could have inspired her with
tuth loathing. She did not fear him, simply
because she knew the worst he could do the
heaviest penalty she could be called upon to
pay. Or she thought 8he knew.

"Well, my atlertionate wife," ha said,
knocking the ash olf his cigar, aud looking
In r up aud down ; "you've grown into quite
a fine piece of gwids, quite a no
end o! a swell You haven't pined much for
li.o, 1 guei?.''

khe shivered as she biurd bis Voice and

"I must think. I most think," she mur- -
mtir'd.

"Yen, go and think. I've got to think, too.
I've jot to find out whether any quibble can
deprive yon of the money. If o, you'll have
to marry me again and keep the first mar-

riage dark. Hang met that will be even
better."

"Let me go," she said.
"Ye, yon can go But come to me again

Iti day after Then I'll tell you
what to do. Ah, my lady, you'd better have
got the money I wanted yean ago. I told
yon at the time yau were fooL"

She did not hear his last words. She had
left the rcoin. Hervey threw himself into
his chair and laughed long and loud.

"Revenge and money!" he said. "IU
bring her down to the very dust Til make
her beg on her knees for the boy before I
spare her even him. Luckl was there ever
such luckf

CHAPTER XXIL
HARRT LEARNS A NEW WORD.

I am informed, by those who oueht to
know, that a credit balance at one's bankers
possesses great virtue as an elevator of both
morals and character. That aoart from
any sordid consideration or miserly joy, it
enables a man to face with greater courage
the smaller Ills and annoyance of life, ren
ders him less liable to many temptations,
teacnes mm to regard nis fellow-creatur-

with more affectionate eyes, and generally
to acquiesce in the wisdom of the arrange
ment which made the world as it is. If this
be, so, the universal desire to grow rich may
Lave for its mainspring the nobles: motives.

As in nine cases out of ten a woman holds
money in far greater reverence and awe than
a man dees, the possession of such a balance
should be to her doubly gratifying and
elevating. With money woman is a power.
It was the weak concession, begun years ago
for man's selfish end?, completed y for
the sake of justice, that a woman has any
right to hold property at all, which has led
up to the demand for wom.nhood suffrage.

Beatrice had a very large credit balance
in the hands of the family bankers, Messrs
Furlong, Stephens, Furlong, Seymour & Fur-

long, an establishment which, for the sake of
brevity, and on account of its antiquity, was
commonly known as the Blacktown Old
Bank. It was a very large balance; so large
that it annoyed Horace and Herbert to think
of its lying at the bankers. With

regularity the trustees had
every half year paid their niece's income to
her account at Messrs. Furlongs, and as
Beatrice did not spend one-fif- th of It the
money bred with its proverbial fecundity.

Until their niece came to stay with them
the Talberts had, without even consulting
her, invested all surplus income in good
dividend-payin- g preference, or dobenture
stocks, choten because they only paid four
per cent no borrower should
think of offering more than four per cent.
Doing so creates mistrust. During the last
year Beatrice had asked them to let the
money lie at the bank. So at the bank it
was, as Horace said, not bearing a fraction
of interest. It vexed him to see such waste.

Only at Christmas he had remonstrated
with her. "You are simply making our
friends" several members of the elongated
firm lived In the neighborhood "a handsome
yearly present Paying one of their clerk's
salary, in fact."

"Perhaps that was why Mr. Stephens won
so attentive to me at dinner last week," said
Beatrice placidly.

"Oh, nonsense! It's a mere nothing to
them. But why should they have your
money for nothing, and lend it out at seven
or eight per cent ( '

Beatrice could give no reason. She simp'v
raid she wished it to remain as it was for a
while. Horace and Herbert began to wonder
if she had afoot any scheme for endowing a
hospital, or restoring the parish ohurch.

However, the money lay idle and at call,
and if Horace's explanation of the method
by which bankers make fortunes was correct,
the page- in the red d ledger,
headed "Beatrice Clauson," must have teen
a gratifying sight for the Messrs. Furlong
and the rest of the firm. ,

One morning the very morning which
Mr. Hervey had appointed for his second in
terview with Beatrice a few minutes after
the respectable liveried porter had drawn
the bolts of the outer doors, and so pro-
claimed that the bonk was ready for all
comers, a check for one thousand pounds,
payable to "self" or "bearer" and signed
"Beatrice Clauson" was handed across the
broad mahogany counter to the spruce cash-
ier.

He leaned across the counter and asked
her in the politest manner;

Mrs. Miller would have five hundred In

gold, and five Bank of England notes for
one hundred pounds each. The money was
counted out Mrs. Miller buttoned the notes
Inside her dress. The bag of gold she placed
In her pocket, where with every movement
it bumped heavily but reassuringly against
her leg, and in dumb but painful show pro-
claimed that it was safe. Then she rejoined
her mistress, and the cab carried them to
Blacktown railway station.

They .booked to Padilington. As they
wanted no companions they entered a ladles'
carriage. Every traveler knows that solitude
is most often found in those compartments
reserved exclusively for the fair sex. This is
a delicate compliment to man, but not, per-
haps, fully appreciated by such men who,
after eying vacant seats enviously, have to
nter a carriage more than three parta full
f people.
The train started. For a while Beatrice

cat as one in a reverie. Mrs. Miller, who held
the boy, watched her face. Beatrice sighed,
looked up and met her companion's gaze.

"He will follow us," she said. She trembled
as she spoke.

"Yes, If he can find us. Poor dear! If he
cax do so he'll hunt yon to death. We'll go
where he can't find us. There well wait
until he can trouble you no more, my sweet"

"Ah, when will that be?" sighed Beatrice.
"WTien he is struck down. When my

prayers are answered. When you look on his
dead face, and know that you are free!"

"Hush! hush! How can you dare to pray
for a man's death? Even I, whom he has so
wronged, could not force my lips to form
that prayer." . ;

"Oh, my dear! my dearl that is different
You would be praying for yourself. God
would not listen; but I pray only for you
and Hj will."

"Sarah, be silent," said Beatrice. She had
always set her face sternly against her maid's
religious flights. But Mrs. Miller's excite-
ment had by now reached a pitch which re-

sisted even Beatrice's commands.
"Seel" she said in thrilling tones, which

made even the child open bis eyes in wonderj
meut, "last night a sign came to me, a dream.
I looked down from somewhere and saw my-
self as I must bo, as it was fixed I should be
before the world began, where the worm
dieth not "

"My poor Sarah, be calm."
"Where the fire is not quenched. I saw

myself, and I saw him. He was clcse at
hand. Oh, God means to strike, and soon,
very soon."

Her voice had such Intensity, her eyes such
a wild look in them, that little Harry, who
had watched her in that spell-boun- d manner
common to reflective children, cams to ie

laggard wa a breach of politeness. There
were unkind people who said that the broth-
ers would break this rule for a lord. They
wronged our friends. They would have
waited for no one under the rank of a duke
or at least a marquis.

So that when Whittaker having struck the
resonant gong and so proclaimed that lunch
wa ready, ten minutes passed by without
Beatrice' responding to Its hospitable sum-
mons, it is no wonder that Horace and Her-
bert began to look grave. The soup was on
the table; Whittaker wa waiting his mas-
ter's commands. He. who from long associa-

tion, felt the situation as much as they did
looked absolutely sympathetic. Although he
bad no reason to suppose her stone deaf be
ventured to suggest that Mis3 Clauson had
not heard the gong.

The beauty of the Talberts' character was
that politeness invariably triumphed over
principle. Punctuality was here the prin-
ciple; it was outraged, yet forced for a while
to submit. Horace forbade a repeated sum-

mons, and they actually waited another five
minutes before they sent Whittaker to in-

quire for Miss Clauson. Whittaker reported
that Miss Clauson, tha nurse and the little
boy bad gone out immediately after break-

fast and bad not yet returned.
"Then the nursery dinner will be spoiled,

too," said Horace sadly, as he seated himself
and ladled out the soup. Horace, with his
kind heart, felt for any one who was doomed
to suffer from a spoiled dinner.

After a solemn lunch the brothers waited
for a while in the dining-roo- They ex-

pected every moment that Beatrice would
appear. They did not of course mean to
scold her, but were prepared to say a few
words of mild remonstrance; to show her,
in fact, how the bad example of unpunctual-
ity must demoralize an establishment.

But as Beatrice did not appear the well-mea-

little lecture they were tacitly pre
paring turned into open expressions of won-
der as to why her morning ramble should be
so protracted. Perhaps she bad gone some
where to lunch. Perhaps something had
happened. Just as they had reached this last
stage of supposition, Whittaker brought in a
telegram. It was from Beatrice and sent
from Oxford Circus. V e are iu London it
ran do not be "uneasy ; will write

They were greatly surprised, and marveled
on what errand could she have gone to Lon-
don! No doubt it was all right. She had
most likely gone to hsr father's. Perhaps
sir Alaingay was ill. Beatrice might have
intercepted a telegram and impulsively
started off at once. But why take the child
and the nurse? Whyi There they were
unable to make head or tail of the matter, so
could only wait for the morning's post.

"Beatrice might have been more explicit,"
said Horace, looking at tha telegram once
more.

"Yes," said Herbert, "she had nine words
to spare."

"Telegrams are one of the pests of modern
life," continuel Horace. "People dash o3
these unpunctuated phrases in-

stead of a proper letter. No one can write a
decent letter now."

Horace, who had the gift of writing pecu-
liarly and elegant, if rather
too lengthy, epistles, felt keenly on the ten-

dency of the age to conduct its correspond-
ence by means of short, snapping sentences,
after the manner of Mr. Mordle's style of
talking.

"I hope she will be back soon," said Her-
bert. "Frank comes to U3 the day after to-

morrow."
"He is In good health now, isn't he?"
"Splendid, I believe."
"Then I think we can give him the '59 this

time the '47 is growing low."
This was not meanness. It was but the

caution a wise man exercises over his cellar.
Besides, who could complain of the delicate
graduation? 1S5S is a fine wine; many prefer
it to 1847.

Beatrice's promised letter came in the
morning. Horace read it first. His face was
a perfect blank. He read it again before ha
handed it to the anxious Herbert, who, al-

though he saw from his brothar's face that
something strange had happened, was for
once unable to make the slightest gues3 at
the truth. Here is Beatrice's letter:

"My Very Dear Uncles: I should be ungrate-
ful for the kindness you have shown me if I
left you in any anxiety a moment longer than
I could help. 1 ent you a telegram yester-
day afternoon to show you that no evil had
befallen me.

"I scarcely know what to say to' yoa I
can at present oiler no excuse for what I am
about to do. I can give no explanation When
I came to Hazlewood House I hoped to be
able to make it my home for so long as you
would keep me. Now, I find, I am forced to
leave you and make a home of my own. More-
over, I am forced for a while at least to keep
silence as to where that home may be. At
this moment I bare not even determined. It
will, however, be out of England. I cannot
even tell you why this must be so. Will you
ever forgive me?

"Please do not fear on my account I am
growing old and can well take care of my
self; besides, Mrs. Miller will be with me,
also Harry, so that I shall not be dull.

"If I cannot promise to tell you where I
am, I will at least let you hear from me now
and then. Please, oh, please, do not try and
trace me, but do endeavor to think kindly of
your loving but unhappy niece, Beatrice.'';

"What does It mean, Herberti" said Hor-
ace in sepulchral tones.

"What can it mean?' echoed Herbert.
They sat staring at one another and feel-

ing that such an unlcoked for catastrophe
had never before happened since the world
began to be peopled by ladies and gentlemen.
Their niece, the feminine counterpart of
themselves; the embodiment, to their minds,
of all that a well-bre- well-bor- n woman
should be, to be guilty of such on escapade.
It was awf uL perfectly awful!

They read the letter again and again,
discussed the meaning of . sentences, even of
words; but this analyzing process helped
them nothing. So they, turned to reconsider
in a new light Beatrice herself as they knew
her or fancied they knew her.

Although neither of the Talberts had ever
felt the tondor passion, it waa thought by
many that if either were attacked, Herbert
would be the victim. A widow anxious to

the holy estate of matrimony would
have directed her attention to the younger
man a being of a more malleable material
than the elder. There was, indeed, a vague
tradition floating about that Herbert had
once upon a time looked rather tenderly upon
some young lady, and that had not Horace
with praiseworthy selfishness promptly inter-
fered and nipped the affair in the bud he,
Horace, might now be living in solitude with
all the cares of Hazlewood House on his
shoulders. So it was Herbert who first ap-

proached the puzzle from the romantic side.
"You don't think," he said, "that Beatrice

could have any any unfortunate attach-
ment of which we should have disapproved!"

"How could such a thing be possible?'1
"We tliought such a thing as her leaving

us lik) this an impossibility."
This argument impressed Horace. He

thought tho matter carefully over. "No,"
he said, with the air of a judge giving a de-

cision, "it is impossible. She has given no
signs of such a thing. She has seemed quite
happy and contented. Htr appetite has, I
think, been very good."

done."
Beatrice, who now had the boy, hugged

him tightly. "I won't I can't do it," she
said.

"We shall be traced all over the world by
it, my dear," said Mrs. Miller, sadly.

Oh, Sarah! it is too cruel too cruel!
See, let us twist it up and hide it."

Therewith she twisted up Harry's sunny
locks, turned them over on the top of bis head,
and fastened them with a hairpin. His cap
wa' replaced, and very comical the boy looked
with his hair growing upwards.

And very pretty he looksd when, a minute
afterwards, thinking this was a new sort of
game, he shook off his cap, shook out the
knot, and, presto! down fell the glowing
cloud again.

It was tucked up again. It was shaken out
ajain and again and again. , It was fine
sport for the baby, but Beatrice began to
glance timidly at her maid, who shook her
head ominously. "We shall be followed every-
where," she said. Beatrice sighed.

"He u be a big boy in no time, my pretty.
said Sarah, "then it must come off. Don't
run the risk now. There's not such hair in
the three kingdoms."

Btrange that a woman who believed so
implicitly In destiny, Mrs. Miller should be
in her calm moments so calculating and fore-

seeing.
Beatrice kissed the soft cloud, and said that

was why it was such a sin. Sarah, without
a word, drew out a newspaper and a large
pair ol bright scissors. Beatrice turned
away to hide her tears.

barah cut a hole in the centre of the new-
spapera hole just big enough for the boy to
put his head through. He did so, and thought
it great fun. His blue eyes danced with
delight. "Hold the cornars, miss," said
Sarah. Beatrice with averted eyes took up
two of them in her trembling hands. Tlw
cruel work began.

Ruthless as the shears of Atropos, Sarah
plied ber bright blades, and the boy'3 cllt--

tering locks fell in soft masses on the out-

spread Standard. Never before had the
columns of that influential journal gleamed
so brightly. Clip, clip, clip, went tha
scissors, every clip seeming to cut Beatrice's
heart. In five minutes the work was roughly

- , A

Ettry clip seeming to cut Beatrice's heart
dons, and the glory of Harry's hair gone
forever.

Beatrice positively sobbed. She gathered
up every thread of gold, kissed and wept
over the wreck, then put it away to be treas-
ured up. She clasped her disfigured darling
to her breast

"Ob, my poor little boy!" she cried. "My
little shorn lamb! Oh, it was cruel, too
cruel I A cruel, wicked mother I am to you,
my pet." She hugged the boy, and bewailed
the loss of his curls a loss which the late
proprietor appeared to view with intense sat-
isfaction. He was experiencing anew sensa-
tion, and at every age a new sensation is a
matter of great interest. '

Paesently something seemed to stir Bea-
trice into great animation. "Mother I" she
said, "mother! Listen, my pet, say after
me, mother.'1 ,

He smiled his little smile, pursed up his
lips, and made, for the first attempt, a very
fair imitation of the word. The tears
streamed down Beatrice's cheeks. She kissed
the boy passionately. "Say it again eay
it always," she cried, "mother, mother,
mother."

The little autocrat, being in high good
temper, consented to humor hr, and all the
way to London Beatrice taught her boy the
new word even made him dimly compre-
hend that It was In future to be the title of
the person whom his lispdng tongue had un-
til now only given the name of Bee-Be- e, or
some such infantile rendering of the style by
which he heard her addressed.

The comfort which bis readiness to catch
up the new word brought to Beatrice's heart
almost compensated for the regret sho felt at
the ruthless deed which had been done by
the scissors.

CHAPTER XXHL
PAINFUL DUTIES.

After the two great crimes of "removing
the landmarks of the constitution to pander
to the masses," and not wiping one's shoes
the one an imperial, the other a domestic sin,
yet equally grave unpunctuality at table
was the most heinous oitense in the eyes of
Horace and Herbert Without being exactly
gourmands they liked their food cooked to a
turn. Most bachelors who have turned 40
exhibit the same liking. The Talborte took a
great deal of trouble about their cuisine, and
expected to be rewarded by finding every-
thing, from the salt to the salmon, as it
should ba Such a matter as a d

potuto was all but unknown at their table,
and would have formed the subject for a
nourt of inquiry, and, if needed, a revision
of kitchen utensils.
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DR. C. P. DUNCAN'S
Great Vegetable Summer Remedy."

MEDICATED BLACKBERRY ELIXIR.
' For the next several months the various troubles
ot tiie bowels and stomach, which are so annovlmr
and soorten ratal to all ages, sexes and classes of f Jhumanity, will no doubt prevail as usual to a treat rf t "Z.
exteut. These afflictions are sometimes audileJr UltJm
and alwnyg painful. A apeedy and etl'ectdal curtY" "fr ' "
depends mainly upon a quick application and effi-T-L
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troubles, such as Clarrlmia, Cholera Morbus Dva.
entery, summer Complaints, Cholera Infantum.Flatulence. Flux, Pains In the Bowels, etc Thielixir may be itlven with perfect safety to the mostdelicate ch ldren In doses as directed, as It contaiua
PrKI So Centi! " 8ale by aU acuM,

DR. C. P. DUNCAN'S
LIVER and KIDNEY MEDICINE
The great superiority of this medicine over allother Liver Medicines, consists In the combinationot those vegetable compounds which possess thewonderful power ot arousing all thethe whole human system to. natural ami heTthy

action. It arts upon the liver directly, and at thasame time sets up a proper secretion of those llsituated in the stomach and bowels. It s a IcTckiul
up of the secretions of these brl ias oaSSI f i, ''"if" ""iour "wmacb, heart-biir-

Phi1 ", vertigo or swimminghead, sick or nervous headache, constipation otthe bowels, at the same time with
"e """'"'k. . sides and limbs T
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